
tions? Why, it was all as plain as could be, and
every bit true; but Mrs. Van Allen wouldn't believe
my explanation, and to this day she thinks I made
my discoveries by gossiping with her servants.

Perhaps all this will help you to understand why
I felt a sort of nervous exhilaration that had in it
an element of secret pleasure, when we learned that
Christabel's crystal really was missing.

Mr. Haley, who was a policeman, had remained
in the present-room during all of the hours devoted
to the wedding celebration, and after the guests had
gone he had packed up the silver, gold and jewels
and put them away in the family safe, which stood in
a small dressing-room between Mrs. Farland's bed¬
room and Fred's. He had worn civilian's dress
during the evening, and few if any of the guests
knew that he was guarding the valuable gifts. The
mistake had been in not telling him explicitly to
care for the crystal as the most valuable gem of all;
but this point had been overlooked, and the ignorant
officer had assumed that it was merely a piece
of cut glass, of no more value than any of the
carafes or decanters. When told that ^he ball's
intrinsic value was many thousands of dollars,
and that it would be next to impossible to duplicate
it at any price, his amazement was unbounded,
and he appeared extremely grave.
"You ought to have told me," he said. "Sure,

it's a case for the chief now!" Haley had been
hastily telephoned for to come to Farland Hall
and tell his story, and now he telephoned for the
chief of police and a detective.

I felt a thrill of delight at this, for I always had
longed to see a real detective in the act of detecting.

*

Of course everybody was greatly excited, and I
just gave myself up to the enjoyment of the situa¬
tion, when suddenly I remembered that Christabel
had said that she would leave her crystal in my
charge, and that in a way I was responsible for its
safety. This changed my whole attitude, and I
realized that, instead of being an idly curious ob¬
server, I must put all my detective instinct to work
immediately and use every endeavor to recover the
lost crystal.

First, I flew to my own room and sat down for
a few moments to collect my thoughts and lay my
plans. Of course, as the windows of the present-
room were found in the morning fastened as they
were left the night before, the theft must have been
committed by some one in the house. Naturally
it was not one of the family or the guests of the
house. As to the servants, they all were honest
and trustworthy.I had Mrs. Farland's word for
that. There was no reason to suspect the police¬
man, and thus my process of elimination brought
me to Mr. Wayne, Harold's tutor.

Of course it must have been the tutor. In nine-
tenths of all the detective stories I ever have read
the criminal proved to be a tutor or secretary or
some sort of gentlemanly dependent of the family;
and now I had come upon a detective story in
real life, and here
was the regulation
criminal ready to fit
right into it. It
was the tutor of
course; but I should
be discreet and
not name him un¬
til I had collected
some undeniable ev¬

idence.
Next, I went

down to the pres¬
ent-room to search
for clues. The de¬
tective had not ar¬

rived yet,' and I
was glad to be first
on the ground, for
I remembered how-
much importance
Sherlock Holmes al¬
ways attached to
the first search. I
didn't really expect
that the tutor had
left shreds of his
clothing clinging to
the table-legs, or

anything absurd
like that; but I ful¬
ly expected to find
a clue of some sort.
I hoped that it
wouldn't be cigar
ashes; for though
detectives in fiction
always can tell the
name and price of

a cigar from a bit of ash, yet I'm so ignorant about
such things that all ashes are alike to me.

I hunted carefully all over the floor; but I
couldn't find a thing that seemed the least bit
like a clue, except a faded white carnation. Of
course that wasn't an unusual thing to find, the
day after a wedding; but it surprised me some,
because it was the very flower I had given to
Fred Farland the night before, and he had worn it in
his buttonhole. I recognized it perfectly, for it was
wired, and I had twisted it a certain way when I
adjusted it for him.

This didn't seem like strong evidence against the
tutor; but it was convincing to me, for if Mr. Wayne
was villain enough to steal Christabel's crystal, he
was wicked enough to manage to get Fred's bouton-
niere and leave it in the room, hoping thereby to
incriminate Fred. So fearful was I that this trick
might make trouble for Fred that I said nothing
about the carnation; for I knew that it was in Fred's
coat when he said good-night, and then we all went
directly to our rooms. When the detective came
he examined the room, and I know that he didn't
find anything in the way of evidence; but he tried to
appear as if he had, and he frowned and jotted down
notes in a book after the most approved fashion.
Then he called in everybody who had been in the

house over night and questioned each one. I could
see at once that his questions to the family and
guests were purely perfunctory, and that he too had
his suspicions of the tutor.

Finally, it was Mr. Wayne's turn. He always was
a nervous little man, and now he seemed terribly
flustered. The detective was gentle with him, and
in order to set him more at ease began to converse

generally on crystals. He asked Mr. Wayne if he
had traveled much, if he ever had been to Japan,
and if he knew much about the making and polishing
of crystal balls.
The tutor fidgeted around a good deal and

seemed disinclined to look the detective in the eye;
but he replied that he never had been to Japan,
and that he never had heard of a Japanese rock
crystal until he had seen Miss Farland's wedding-
gift; and that even then he had no idea of its
great value until since its disappearance he had
heard its price named.

This sounded well; but his manner was so em¬
barrassed, and he had such an effect of a guilty
man, that I felt sure my intuitions were correct
and that he himself was the thief.
The detective seemed to think so too, for he said

at last: "Mr. Wayne, your words seem to indicate
your innocence; but your attitudes do not. Unless
you can explain why you are so agitated and appar¬
ently afraid, I shall be forced to the conclusion
that you know more about this than you have
admitted."
Then Mr. Wayne said: "Must I tell all I know

about it, sir?"
"Certainly," said the detective.
"Then," said Mr. Wayne, "I shall have to state

NIC MOILA S--Uy Fs*^eh1& Dempster Sherman
Nicholas of Russia, Czar
Of a vast domain you are;
You inherited at birth
Quite a large part of the earth,
Some of which, there is no doubt,
You were better off without;
Millions are the men you rule-
Prince and pauper, sage and fool,
Jew and Tartar, Pole and Finn.
They must all be counted in
With the Anarchist who waits
For you at the Palace gates,
Ready with the bomb or knife
To relieve you of your life.

Yours was not a lucky star,
Nicholas of Russia, Czar!

Drawing by Georg'e Varian Nicholas of Russia, Czar,
Ships and men you sent afar:
Crime and Ignorance.the two
Went to win the East for you:
Those who failed to find the Japs
You may see again, perhaps;
But the others, far away,
Shall remain till Judgment Day.
Count the rubles it has cost;
Let the lesson not be lost;
Ere shall pass the time and chance,
Banish Crime and Ignorance!
Schools for all, and freedom, give:
Live, and let your subjects live!

You are at the Judge's bar,
Nicholas of Russia, Czar !

that when I left my room late last night to get a
glass of water from the ice-pitcher, which always
stands on the hall-table, I saw Mr. Fred Farland
just going jnto the sitting-room, or present-room,
as it has been called for the last few days."

There was a dead silence. This, then, was why
Mr. Wayne had acted so embarrassed; this was the
explanation of my finding the white carnation
there; and I think the detective thought that the
sudden turn affairs had taken incriminated
Fred Farland.

I didn't think so at all. The idea of Fred's steal¬
ing his own sister's wedding-gift was too preposter¬
ous to be considered for a moment.
"Were you in the room late at night, Mr. Far-

land?" asked the detective.
"I was," said Fred.
"Why didn't you tell me this before?"
"You didn't ask me, and as I didn't take the

crystal I saw no reason for referring to the fact
that I was in the room.

"Why did you go there?"
"I went," said Fred coolly, "with the intention

of taking the crystal and hiding it, as a practical
joke on Christabel."
"Why did you not do so?"
"Because the ball wasn't there. I didn't think

then that it had been stolen, but that it had been
put away safely with the other valuables. Since
this is not so, and the crystal is missing, we all
must get to work and find it somehow before my
sister returns."
The tutor seemed like a new man after Fred had

spoken. His face cleared, and he appeared intelli¬
gent, alert and entirely at his ease. "Let me help,"
he said. "Pray command my services in anyway
you choose."
But the detective didn't seem so reassured by

Fred's statements. Indeed, I believe he really
thought that Christabel's brother was guilty of theft.

*
But I believed implicitly every word Fred had

uttered, and begging him to come with me, I led
the way again to the sitting-room. Mr. Wayne
and Janet White came too, and the four of us
scrutinized the floor, walls and furniture of the
room over and over again. "There's one thing
certain," I said thoughtfully; "The crystal was
taken either by some one in the house or some one
out of it. We've been confining our suspicions to
those inside. Why not a real burglar?"
"But the windows are fastened on the inside,"

said Janet.
"I know it," I replied. "But if a burglar could

slip a catch with a thin-bladed knife.and they
often do.then he could slip it back again with
the same knife and so divert suspicion."

"Bravo, Miss Frost!" said Mr. Wayne, with an

admiring glance at me.
" You have the true detective

instinct. I'll go outside and see if there are any
traces."
A moment later he was on the veranda and .ex-

citedly motioning
us to raise the win¬
dow. Fred pushed
back the catch and
opened the long
French window that
opened on the front
veranda.

"I believe Miss
Frost has discov¬
ered the mystery,"
said Mr. Wayne,
and he pointed to
numerous scratches
on the sash-frame.
The house had been
painted recently,
and it was seen

easily that the fresh
scratches were made
by a thin knife-
blade pushed be¬
tween the sashes.

" By Jove!" cried
Fred, "that's it,
Elinor; and the can¬

ny fellow had wit
enough to push the
catch back in place
after he was outside
again."

I said nothing,
for a moment. My
thoughts were ad¬
justing themselves
quickly to the new

situationfromwhich
I must make my
Continued on page »o


